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Shaw was not all that difficult to interview till old age began to sap his vitality. He was on the B.B.C.'s Pronunciation Committee for some years, though how an Irishman could be expected to pronounce English or give any advice on the subject, I cannot conceive. Having wheedled his telephone number out of Blanche Patch, his secretary—after several calls at Whitehall Court—I rang him up from time to time to get a few " quotes " on the pronunciation question. So long as I asked him as Marsland Gander he would talk, but if I said it was The Daily Telegraph he would either close down or name a fee.
After that one visit to Alexandra Palace, Shaw did not seem to take any more interest in television. He has no set and did not trouble to go a short distance in his Hertford village to see a television version of Pygmalion. However, persuaded by his playwright friend Denis Johnston, then running B.B.C. television programmes, he did consent to let the television camera men take a short film of him on his ninetieth birthday.
Television was contending not merely with public apathy but also with the mounting threat of war. It seems unbelievable now that anyone could have doubted Nazi intentions. In the spring of 1938 my wife and I planned to take our Rover car to the Continent and motor to Austria. When the A.A. sent me a map of the German autobahnen the military purpose of the German system of costly motor-roads was obvious at a glance. One road, for example, was interrupted abruptly at the Polish Corridor and continued on the other side of the Corridor, in East Prussia!
Our trip produced even more striking evidence of the Nazis' plan. Germany was an armed camp, manoeuvres were going on everywhere, and the Bavarian Alps, on the borders of Austria, were swarming with troops. When we returned to London I was convinced that war was coming soon, and prayed that we might have time for preparation. Only recently, with the spate of post-war revelations, has the public become fully aware of our unpreparedness at Munich time. Shortly after Munich I remember visiting, on a television story, a typical R.A.F. fighter aerodrome near London. The R.A.F. had there one Hurricane squadron and